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Sparky
June Lalen
t was one of those days when everything seems to go wroneA feeling of disgust bad been increasing all day until, no~\:
as she sat in front of the firel~lace, J erry w~s completely
unhappy.
Everyone
and everyth1l1g was against her, she
decided.
She had been so sure that she would get a part in the
school play, probably even the leading role.
She had even
pictured herself takinv bows before the curtain amidst bursts
,., see the notices
.
t
I" The
of applause.
She could
w 1'1
llC 1 S atec:
beautiful and talented little redhead, Jerry Haines, performed
magnificently
in last night's production.
Hollywood will be
proud to claim her as the discovery of the year."
When the names of the cast . had been read in as_sembly
on Tuesday, she had thought at first that she must have misunderstood, but then as she was able to realize that she had
not even been chosen to: play the maid, all of her dreams Were
shattered.
She had felt so weak and queer that sh~ could hardly remember walking into algeb_ra class the following period. Then
had come the second major blow of the day. Test papers
from the. clay bef~re were returned.' and. as she unfolded her
paper a big red F Jumped out and hit her 111 the face.
In literature
class she could not seem to hear what tl
teacher was sayi.ng. The voice had sounded. so far-away a~~
the words so unimportant.
As she awoke WIth a start at tl
sound of the final bell, she heard Mrs. Holmes remind the c1a~:
that book reports were due the next day and that any student
who did not hand one in would fail the course.
Ordinarily
she woulcl not have minded doing the hook report.
She
would even have enjoyed it. But not' today.
She felt as if
she could not write a book report again as long as she lived
or work an algebra problem, or do any of the million and
one things that she must do that evening.
By some miracle she was able to make her feet carry both
her and her heavy heart home. There had been none of the
usual enthusiasm as she entered the living-room and slumped
into the big chair in front of the fireplace, where she was
now trying to forget the world and all of its inhabitants.
N a matter how hard 'she tried to forget, the catastrophes
of the day and the book report which must be written chased

I

MANUSCRIPTS

5

each other around and around in her head until she became
dizzy and thoroughly miserable.
"Oh 1"Why does everything have to happen to me?" she
moaned.
I WIsh I had never been born.
Oh, how I wish I
had never been born."
The room grew warmer and warmer and the clock ticked
fainter and fainter.
~hen she looked into the fireplace, there
suddenly appeared a little red creature dancing merrily about
from flcu~1e t? flame. She blinked her eyes and looked again.
As she did this, he gave a leap and was standins- on the floor
in front of her. ch~ir. He looked just like th~ leprechauns
she had seen 111 pictures, except that he was dressed in a
bright red suit and was carrying a tiny red-and-white-striped
pepperm in t candy cane.
"I'm Sparky," he said.
flames in your fireplace."

"I

have

my

home

among

the

"But I'ye never seen you there before," she said doubtfully.
"Oh, very few people ever see me," he said. "I heard
your wish and I've come to grant it. Is it true that you wish
you had never been born?" he asked.
"Why, y es," she said.
.
"Well, all you have to do is close your eyes very tightly,
take a small bite of this peppermint stick, and swallow it.
Then the whole world will be exactly as if you had never
been born."
Without stopping to think, she quickly closed her eyes, bit
off a piece of the candy, and let it slide down her throat.
Then she noticed that Sparky had vanished, and she was still
holding the remaining part of the tiny peppermint stick.
Just as she dropped it into her pocket, she heard the
front door open. Like a gust of wind, her little brother, Tommy,
blew in with dirt on his face and mischief in his eyes. From
force of habit, she voiced a loud, "Hi, Tommy."
But there
was no answer. He did not even seem to see her.
"Oh boy! Hot ginger cookies," he exclaimed as he disappeared into the kitchen.
Then she realized what had happened.
He could not see her because she was really not
there. She had never been born.
Anxious to see if this were really true, she jumped up and
ran to the kitchen. There was T0111my helping Mother set the
table for supper.
"I'll help," .she blurted out as she remembered ~ow To~my
hated to help in the kitchen.
But nobody said anything,
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Nobody even turned his head to speak to her. Now she knew
it was true. Sparky had been right.
"I am now the happiest girl in the world,' 'she told herself. "I have no worries at all. All I have to do is to watch
other people live."
Since she could no longer be seen, she decided to go to
the school and watch the cast practice for the play.
When
she 'got there, the auditorium
was dark and empty. "Where
are they?" she wondered.
Then she saw the principal, Mr.
Dailey, and .the play sponsor, Miss Lines, coming down the
hall.
"I'll ask them," she thought. "Maybe they've changed the
room for practice."
As she was just about to speak, she heard Mr. Bailey
say, 'Yes, I regret that we won't be having a school play
this year.
But none of the students handed in one that
would be 'appropriate
f.or the school to present."
'Couldn't we forget the custom of having a student write
the play for just once?" Miss Lines suggested.
"I'm afraid not," he answered, and then he went on to
explain the tradition of the school and what it meant.
"That's strange," Jerry thought.
"Why, my sister wrote
the play .." S!1e could r~call how it had b.een chosen and the
high praise It had received from M:. DaIley and from all of
the faculty members who had read It. She remembered
how
proud her family had been when Susan told them the wonderful news and how they had teased her and called her
"The Great Miss Playwright
of 1952."
"But, Mr. Dailey," she interrupted.
He went right on
talking as, if she were no~, th.ere; And then she remembered.
She wasn t there at all. This IS hard to get used to," she
told herself.
She then decided that she must go find Susan and ask
what had happened to the play.
She hurried down the street
to the corner drugstore were most of the gang gathered after
school.
Susan would be there drinking
a chocolate malted
she thought.
When she walked through
the door of th~
drug-store, she heard the juke-box playing her song, hers and
Bill's. As she looked around, her glance landed on Bill. He
was sitting at a table with Mary Jane.
She noticed
that
Mary Jane was wearing his class ring.
"That's impossible," she reasoned as she quickly glanced
down at her finger to make sure that the ring was there.
It was not. No, how could it be? She had never lived.
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),Yhy, Bill did not even know her.
N one of her friends did.
I here was Betty, her best girl friend, and sitting with her
\ve:-e all of the members of their own special club, the Lucky
ThIrteen.,
But there were thirteen members seated at the
table..
S,he counted them.. With a start, she realized that
she didn t belong.
She tried to talk to them but no one
answered.
She wanted desperately to be a part of their fun,
but she couldn't.
She could only watch the others live. It
was what she had wanted.
Now it was what she had.
Susan, her sister, was nowhere to be seen.
Jerry saw
all of Susan's friends, but no Susan. "Maybe she has gone
home by now," Jerry decided.
She ran home as fast as her
feet would carry her. When she arrived there, the family was
<i t ting at the table eating supper; but Susan was not there.
There was not even a place set for her. There were Mother,
Father, and Tommy, but what had happened to Susan?
Feeling a slight tap on her foot, she looked down to see
Sparky standing beside her. "Are you looking for someone?"
he asked.
She explained the strange situation to him, and he
was not puzzled in the least.
"Why, don't you remember,
Jerry?"
"Remember what?" she asked.
"Don't
you remember
the day when you were eight
vears old and Susan was six. You came home from school
to find her standing at the edge of the fishpond in the front
yard. Just as you came up the walk, she fell in. Remember?
And do you remember how you pulled her out and 110 v the
pond was filled in so that there would never be the same danger
again ?"
"Yes, but what does that have to do with Susan now?"
she asked impatiently.
"A great deal," Sparky answered.
"You've
forgotten
something,
Jerry.
You were never born.
Susan fell into
the pond, but you were not there to save her. Susan drowned
that day because you were not there"
This struck her like a sharp pain.
Yes, that was right.
Susan had not grown up and had not written the play, and
it was all because she had never been born.
"How awful"
she sobbed.
"If only I had not wished
that I had never been born. If only I had been satisfied.
If only I could be back again with Mother, and with Father and
Susan and Tommy.
If only I could have all my friends
again." Her sobs were mixed with so many "if onlys" that
Sparky knew she had learned her lesson.
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"Oh, Sparky, what can I do?" she cried frantically.
"J ust take a bite of the candy cane and everything will
be as it was before," he told her.
She could hardly wait for the transformation.
~he v;ras
even more anxious than she had been to take the first bite.
Her eyes closed, she took a bite, and swallowed.
"J erry, Jerry, aren't you coming to supper?" she heard a
voice beside her ask.
She opened her eyes quickly and saw Susan standing
beside her chair. "Susan!" she cried in amazement.
"Whom did you expect?" Susan asked with a perplexed
expression.
.
"Oh, I don't know. I guess I must have been dreaming.
Yes, that's what it was. Iust a dream."
When she sat down at the table, she looked around and felt
warm inside. "It's great to be alive," she said.
"Then you got the part in the school play. How nice,"
her mother concluded.
"Oh, no. I'm not even in it," she said with sincere gaiety.
'But it doesn't matter.
It doesn't matter at all."
She smiled as she fingered the tiny piece of peppermint
cane in her pocket.

:j:§:j:

:j:§:j:

:j:§:j:

:j:§:j:

Simple Living
Bruce Hamman

T

h~re is in each ~f us, to some degree, a desire to recapture a
simple way of life. When complexities
and confusions
becom- oppress~v~, many of us escape to a memory we
cherish of natural lI_Vlrlg. My favorite place of remembrance
IS a lake cottage
which I am allowed the use of by a generous
uncle.

My uncle's cottage is not large.
The rafters underneath
are uncovered and there are only four windows.
The windows
are hinged to swing open toward the inside of the cottage:
were they to open to the outside, they might be broken by
falling branches.
Built into one wall of the cottage is 'a fireplace which draws well, except when the wind blows from the
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northeast.
The utensils within the cottage include a doubleburner ker?sene stove, a small cupboard
filled with cooking
pans and dishes, an army cot heaped with olive-colored blankets,
and an ax.
Each day spent at the cottage is filled with varied and
exciting adventures.
The first of these adventures
is the
prepa~ation of breakfast, which consists of hot pan bread and
steammg black coffee.
The care taken in makinsr the coffee
often determines whether the day will be successful,
After the
correct amount of coffee is apportioned
to a half-zallon
can
the can is filled with water, and the mixture is placed on the
~ire ~o boi!. While the coffee is being heated, the pan bread
1S
mixed 111 the broken-handled
skillet and placed on the
burner not occupied by the coffee. With breakfast
on the
fire, there is time to count the ducks on the lake or time to
try to predict the weather for the day. When the coffee has
boiled long enough, a cup of cold water is poured around
the inside of the can to settle the grounds.
Hot pan bread
eaten from the skillet and invigorating
boiled coffee offer
the needed impetus for a morning of serious fishing.
The only staples permitted
at the cottage are corn meal,
flour, potatoes, eggs, sugar, salt, and possibly a piece of bacon;
therefore, it is necessary to fish earnestly to insure a supply
of meat.
Pan fish are fairly easy to catch from the lake; and
field corn, watermelons,
and muskmelons
are easily pilfered
from the fields surrounding
the lake. The meals are, therefore, as abundant as the cook wishes them to be.
The 1100n meal usually consists of cold fish left from the
previous evening meal, cold pan bread left from the breakfast
meal, coffee or water, and a muskmelon or watermelon
half.
The dishes are not washed until the end of the day. Thev
are, however, scraped and neatly stacked after each meal.
In the afternoon,
one may fish for bass, those vicious
gaping-mouthed
fish that chew quietly on the frog bait until
they feel the hook and then try to tear the pole from the
fisherman's
hands.
One may decide to walk around the lake,
or seine one of the inlet streams for minnows, or catch the
small painted turtles that sun on the logs and rocks along the
shore of the lake. There is a colony of ugly, fat muskrats
that do not mind being watched
if the visitor is quiet, or,
by rowing slowly, one can get close enough to a large S-neclced
crane to watch it catch frogs.
It is during the serene, sunfilled afternoons' that man is most deeply impressed
by the
inviolate
plan of God.
One may feel horror as he sees a
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duckling dragged under the water by a large turtle, but this.
too is part of the plan.
Before returning
to the cottage to
prepare the evening meal, one may gather water cress, with
which to make a salad, from one of the clear, fast-movingstreams flowing into the lake.
The evening meal is quickly prepared and leisurely eaten.
It iricIudes fried potatoes, corn, fish, water cress, coffee, and.
pan bread and honey, or melon.
The evening meal is necessarily large to supplement
the rneager breakfast
and lunch.
It rnust also span the ncarly twelve hours between supper and
breal~fast, during which time nothing is eaten.
vVashing the dishes at the end of the day is a surprisingly
pleasant task. Since the water heats slowly, there is time
t~ watch the evening fishermen all the lake or to reread some
at the old magazines stacked by the fireplace.
The fishermen
are heard callins- out their decree of success as they recognize
friends in othe/\oats.
Lake cti,quette does not allow a fisherman to leave a poor spot and ino ve to a more favorable one
~1l1lessthe person catching fish there asks him to. This code
IS recognized in the even dispersal of boats on the lake.
vVhen the dishwater is heated, the plates are stacked in
the pan to be covered by the cups and silverware. The dishes
must soak until the water cools enough not to burn the washer's
hands. If a plate is dropped cluring the washing, it makes no
dIfference; they have been dropped so often before that only the
most stur dv survive, arid these seem to be unbreakable,
If
a cup is dropped, it is no matter, because the handles have been
'.:hlpped off long before.
The previously. scraped
pans! are
the last to be washed.
Bv the time they are finished, dusk
has settled Over the lake. The CJuietness of evening creates a 101lelines:;which,
although beautiful,
must he assuaged
by being neal' o thers.
A shorr walk into town will take one to the srnall, fr ieridlv
~averll where farmers sit and talk about things of common
~nterest. . There is no frenzied excitement
here.
The feeling
I:> rather an acceptance of struggle as a necessary
part ~f
life. The e,venings offer the chance for these men to quit
the struggle for a time and to drink and talk with each other.
The entrance of a stranver into the r00111 causes a non-committa) . quietnessl to descend on the group.
The intruder
must stay apart fr0111the group until the strangeness
is overCome. When he is accepted, his contributions
are treated
matter-of-factly
as part of -the communion between men.
If one tarries. too long at the tavern, he will miss the
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return of the late fishermen from the lake and the songs of the
youth which belong to the nights. at the lake. A wise person
will probably take. two or three beers to drink on the way
back to the lake.
During the journey, he may even feel a
strong kinship with the poet's old man who drank from his
demijohn and was "secure with only two moons listening."
Back at the lake, the crippled youth, who is a field worker
during the day, will have started his songs of love and planting.
If he feels gay, he will dance his odd, bouncing jig as he sings.
One· must not laugh too loudly at his antics because he is
sensitive and will stop his songs and merely sit by the fire.
Soon afterwards
he will leave.
The night is the time to relive the pleasant happenings·
of the day. Night is the time for the songs of the boy, the
damp earth warmed
by the fire, the clean night air, and
the water making gentle noises against the shore.

:j:§:j:

:j:§:j:

:j:U

U:j:

Babel
The planets whirled and
Like the wind spoke not
But winking their single
Made fearful prayer to

whispered,
a word
eye
Him.

While He, playing the croupier,
Plucked one and threw it to the vortex
Then turned His head contemptuous
Of the never-ending
game.
Then those that stacked the chips
Chanted wildly for red, red, red,
But unseeing He raked the table clear
And planets whispered black, black, black.
-Basil
J. Raymond

Noah
Watching
the rolling waters
Crawl with velvet hands across
The toyland towns of men,
He tipped the cup and grinned.
He belched and blew a jungle
To desert whereon oceans climbed
And splashed
their sticky fingers;
He flung the cup and wondered.
For on a mountain stood a man
VVith tears upon his cheek and sorrow
On a face as ole! as His
That tipped the cup and grinned.
-Basil
J. Raymond
:l:§:i:
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John
w.

J

-~

H. McAnallen

ohn and I were old friends. We had been friends for as
long as I could remember. J ust where we met is a hazy
recollection. As well as I can recall, John had always been
around. When we were small, we used to play together
at
every opportunity. I was more than willing to share my toys
with John. Although he never asked for or acted desirous of
any of them, he never refused to accept them. John and I
would play together
for hours. Whenever
I was called to
lunch, I would insist that John be permitted to eat with me.
My mother was always very kind and would set a place for
iiim be:,ide mine. If the family was making a trip, I would beg
permission to invite John to go with us. I did not enjoy a
trip. if lle was not with me.
As J ohn arid I grew older, our friendship grew stronger.
\Vhenever I had a disappointment
or felt a little downhearted
over a gift I had received, I told him. When sympathy
was
needed, John knew the right thing to say to me. He could
make me laugh in a very short time. If we were playing and
I fell, John was there to help me to my feet. Many were the
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times I neglected to thank him. Many were the times I ignored
him ~or another playmate. At all these times} ohn was constant. He would leave me to myself or to the playmate only
to return when I sought his company.
To describe} ohn would be very difficult. He was a boy
who grew as little boys do. His hair was not exactly blonde,
nor was it black. His eyes were blue and, ever so often, had
that far-away, dreamy look to be seen in the eyes of small
boys. His smile was beautiful. I was most attracted
by John's
hands. They were clean, never dirty like mine. His fingers
were long and slender.
Occasionally,
when I had a music
lesson to practice,
} ohn would sit on the piano bench by
my side and we would playa
duet. I would ask him to play
a piece alone, but he always refused. He would sit patiently
and wait until my hour of practice was completed. He never
urged me to stop before I had finished my time of practice,
The friendship between } ohn and me continued to grow,
By Illy twelfth birthday, we knew each other as well as two
boys can know each other. It was at this time that I was first
able to be of aiel to }ohn. He came to me in tears. He told me
that his father and mother had been in an automobile accident
and that they were in the hospital. vVe went immediately to
tell my parents. They insisted that } ohn stay at our home
until his parents recovered. Unfortunately,
John's parents died
ina few days. The sorrow evidenced by John was unbearable.
Vve tried to console him in every way possible. Not until my
parents asked him to live with us permanently
did John show
any signs of overcoming
his grief.
From the minute that my parents made arrangements
for
[o hn to come into our home as a son and a brother, John becarne a different person. What had been mine became John's.
Nothing that 1 hac! considered private and dear was neglected
hy his touch. vVhen I complained to my parents, I was reminded that John and I were not only friends, but brothers. 1
was criticized
for being selfish. My parents overlooked
the
change in John, attributing
it to the shock to an adolescent
of losing' his natural parents.
From the beginning', my parents withheld all signs of affection for me in the presence of John. I was censured more
severely and more quickly for an act of disobedience
that we
had clone together. I was considered the ringleader
of all our
activities, good or had. As a result, I stayed away from home
and from Iny parents as often as I was able. I avoidecl John
m or c and more. During' the family dinner hour, I began to

14

MANUSCRIPTS

feel that I was the intruder. John addressed my parents with
the utmost respect. He would tell them of what he had done
during the day and state his plans, awaiting
their approval,
for the evening. His smile, which I had once thought
so
beautiful, would enfold them, and I would receive the slightest
of attentions.
Not until my graduation
from high school did I express
my desire to continue my study of music. I had found a solace
in my practice at the piano. John's attitude of assurance had
become such an obsession with me that I did not tell him of
my hopes. When the moment arrived for the discussion of our
future education, however, it was John who decided where
we should attend college. The decision was that we should
attend the same school or not attend at all. From that day, I
knew I would never forgive John. I knew I would remember
that he had ruined my life. I arose from my seat and walked
toward my piano. I covered and locked the keyboard.
Although John and I were roommates at college, we rarely
spoke. For three years we shared the same room. We would
have spent four years in the same room except for another
automobile accident. The telegram arrived while John was attending a class. I left immediately, without saying a word to
anyone. This I felt would be the only time I would be able
to be alone with my parents. I did 110t notify John of their
death, nor of the time of their funeral. I knew that he would
not be too interested in my whereabouts until he felt that they
would be of benefit to him.
The day my parents were buried, I returned.
I walked
around the home that was now mine. Everything
in it reminded me of them and of him. I went to my piano and opened It
for the first time in three years. As I was playing, John entered
the house. His laugh was soft and his eyes were cold. He
knew what I was going to say. If I had not felt that he was
prepared for my decision, I might have reconsidered. I simply
pointed to the door.

Security
Art Van Allen

F

or

Americans today the subject of security is one of utmost interest and concern. In an age blinded by the glitter of materialism,
the foremost goal of Americans is
the attainment
of economic security. It if> the ideal of almost
~veryo~1e to be able to live graciously. This attitude, which
IS mamfestecl
in such devices as pension plans, life insurance,
and social security, has made security one of the most discussed and written-about
subjects of our time.
But, is this ideal which is ought so intently by the people
real security? Does the person who devotes his entire life to
the acquisition
of material possessions and monetary
wealth
necessarily feel secure? I say no! Security is not having' a good
Job or money in the bank; security is a state of mind.
This security
belones to the man who realizes that he
w,,:s placed on earth mer~ly to live a life and that h~ is do~ng
this 111 the way he feels it should be done. Although hIS station
:11 society may not be high, he knows that he has attained
It through his own efforts. Since he recognizes his own talents
and limitations, he does not despair because he has not obtained the unobtainable.
Above all he realizes that he is a man.
If he tries and fails seemingly losiriz everything, he still has
himself, which is alI that l~e needs bto start over. With this
thought in mind, he pushes forward, not fearing the unknown.
He faces even death the zreatest of unknowns, with a peace of
mind which results' fron~ the knowledge that he has lived in
the best manner possible. This knowledge is security, the true
security which may be shared by the millionaire and the factory
worker, the hobo and the school teacher.
:j:§:j:

+§+

The Open Gate
Beginning

our nebulous plans with "if'
labyrinths of time
Results too numerous to calculate,
Uncertain,
pausing before the open gate.

VI e trace through

Teasingly, sombre shadows disappear
Beyond the gate; hope seems reality'Til one says "but;" begins the deadly

bout
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Between

faith and

the insatiate

worm

of doubt.

Singly come from eternity to time
We flounder in this unnatural clime,
Ever hesitating at the open gate,
We toss a coin to decide our fate.
-Claire

Gaddy

L'inclination
Can you divine what stirs within
The serious head you contemplate,
What laughter smolders underneath
The lips that speak of life and fate?
In vain I seek to understand
The riddle of chameleon eyes.
If I could read that subtle glance,
Would mine reply in rapt surprise?
Though words would feign betray my heart
The seal upon my rebel tongue
Is laid by stronger bonds than love
And I must leave my love unsung.
Claire Gaddy
:j:§:(:

:j:§:j:

:j:§~:

The Felling
John Roth
ven in death the old elm has a grandeur a majestic
bearing that seems to defy encroaching decay and the ultimate reduction by wind and rot of its long sweeping
branches to broken stubs. Ulmus americana. Even its stiff botanical name has a lofty, dignified ring. The big tree has stood
for many years and its topmost twigs stretch ninety feet into
the sky. Its fellows are mere striplings, shoulder-high
to its
reaching bulk, and, unlike this grand old creature, their limbs
still bow in acquiescence to the winds. The elm alone is dead
gripped by a tiny, deadly virus, no longer than the tip of a yet
unopened bud.
The climber of the removal crew goes to work first, throwing his 'light Manila rope over a lateral branch and pulling
himself up. The rope is never thrown straight over a limb,
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but over and .around the main trunk; so that, if the limb should
b~'eak, the climber, slipping, with mouth open and heels diggl~lg bark, can fall only down to the next limb where the rope
Will catch
once more.
The slender line is thrown azain and
. anc I the "skinner"
again,
moves higher and higher °until he
reaches a predetel:mined
spot about two-thirds of the way up
where, when he finally knots a heavy, one-inch pulling rope
to the .tr~e, the rope becomes the countering
vector of all
contrariwise leanings of trunk and branches.
With the climber safely on the ground, the preparation
of
the notch is the next step. The notch is essential in any
tree felling operation, for it is that removed portion of the tree,
towards the line of fall that allows the trunk to rock over
u.nirnpeded in the initial'moments
of its descent.
In this particular tree, a properly cut notch is of especial importance,
for the grand old monarch which is being removed was citybred and is surrounded by objects of smaller size but of greater
value.
On the left is a small white bungalow;
on the right,
at the entrance to a driveway, is an electric lantern on a post.
The tree, which must pot touch either of these, is to be
dropped
in an eight-foot
space.
The notch then must be
perfect, lor if it is cut too much to the left or to the right,
the tree may twist in the fall and smash one object or the
other.
Removal of the notch is not a big job for a twelve
horse-power Disston saw, the chain-type blade of which cuts
a quarter-inch kerf. Ina matter of secpn.ds the notch has been
completed.
The free end of the "bull-rope,"
its other end
high in the tree, is now attached to the winch on the log-truck,
which is parked at the end of the tree's line of fall.
The final cut is begun slowly, for it too is important and
must be managed so that upon completion, it will be just two
inches above the bottom cut of the notch. As the chain buries
itself, however,
the top sawer depresses the throttle more
and more until by the time the first wedge is stuck, the saw
is whining at top speed. As the saw bites deeper, the wedges
are driven in. The cut widens almost imperceptibly,
but the
top of the tree besrins to lean farther and farther from perpencli·cular. At the other end the winch tightens.
The winch-man
takes only what the wedges give, for if the strain be too
sr eat and a breakino· rope or cable should allow the tree to
;ock back on the wOedges, they would be ejected like spent
cartridges from a rifle, and the tree would kick back the wrong
way. When the back cut nearly reaches the notch, the sawer
releases the throttle.
The winch and the wedges can do the
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rest, and the men at the saw stand waiting until the trunk
lifts clear of the stump and the machine can be removed.
The
tree is no longer mute; as the wedges are driven up, it pops
and groans protestingly
when tissues check and tear and
finally snap free. The elm stands poised for an instant, towering as if in one final gesture of defiance, and then the top starts
over. Faster and faster it descends until, just as it gets horizonal to the ground, lunges free and forward of the stump
and hits the ground with a wind-swishing,
dust-raising
boom
that drowns the already trailing cry of "Timber!"
On the ground ,the majesty of the old elm is gone.
Broken
limbs elbow up, and loosenea nark hangs from the log. Large
black ants and other ugly, crawling
parasites
swarm from
crack and crevice.
Itsbruised
and broken body lies quite
still, and little men with ax and saw begin to strip away its
mighty branches.
:f:§t

t§:f:

:j:§t

:f:§:f:

Ph.D.
Betty

H

e

VanDerbilt

was a short man smoking a short pipe of pleasantsmelling tobacco. He held a book with papers under one
arm. Both pipe and book were held firmly. As he paced
slowly back and forth in the noisy hall, he stopped occasionally
as if he were completing a thought. His small gray eyes squinted first at one student and then at another.
A faint smile
played around his mouth as he puffed and bit at the pipe.
The bell rang. He emptied the pipe against his hand and
slipped it into the pocket of his brown suit, which was of good
cloth and appeared comfortably
lived-in. Unhurried
now, he
entered the classroom and laid the book upon the desk. He
surveyed the class as if he were searching for an unprepared
student. Finding none, he sat upon the creaky desk chair and
took the papers from the book He looked down his large
angular nose at the papers; his eyes seemed to burn a hole
through them. He drew his lips together
as with a string
and blew into his hands several tuneless whistles. He took
no notice of a late and hasty student.
A hush fell upon the group as he chose a paper and
with .his Iirrn, long-fingered hands spread it open upon the
desk Glancing briefly at the sunny weather outside, he turned
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and began to read. His voice, which gave life to clipped but
generous words, was not unpleasant.
The paper pleased him. Its subtle humor showed on his
tanned face and crept slyly into his eyes. When he finished
reading, his hands rose momentarily to his mouth concealinz an
•
•
b
~111l:11l1ent
smile. As he bent forward over the paper, studying
It intently, his fine brown hair showed thin over the top of
his head.

t§t

t§t

t§t

The Chill Hearth
Reveling ill the steady warmth
That was his glowing heart
He drew a magic fairy ring
To ke~p intruders out.
But heedless dancers in their turns
Ignored his charmed wall;
He would have crossed the mystic boundsBut dared not break the spell.
cold;
From lack of fuel the hearth grew
Blazing logs were ash;
And chill, he envied distant fires
Built of the common rush.
-Ina
Marshall

t§t

t§t

t§t

Priestess of the Year
Bertie

M. Layne

t is not necessary for me to take pensive journeys along
country lanes or on the banks of streams to be aware of
the solemnity that marks the decline of all things in the
autumn of the year. For even though I might 110t have the
good fortune to see the passionate beauty in the colors of

I
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the leaves or to feel the chill that permeates the air at the hour
of dawn and at the time of twilight, I would be in possession
still of that mystical sensitivity
which the clairvoyant
mind
experiences when in the vicinity of the dying. For the spirit
of nature, through some incomprehensible
medium, calls to me
at this time more forcefully than at any other. This spirit of
nature, which ill the spring became a laughing, dancing girl
with flowers in her hair, laughing and dancing so that at times
tears fell from her eyes in the midst of her merriment;
this
spirit, which in the full force of the summer became a virile
young matron married to the arduous tasks of man, assumes
now the role and vestments
of a priestess to administer
at
the vesper time of the year the extreme unction to all dying
things.
When she calls me, I release my soul from the limitations
which the romance of the spring and the toiling of the summer had imposed upon it and urge it to be off to join itself
with nature while she is yet in .conternplation
of the year's
completed work, In her musings she has much to confide to her
intimates before she withdraws
herself. What does my soul
gather in this autumnal association?
What new secrets does
this priestess of the year reveal upon which the soul might
nourish itself to expand and grow and live eternally?' This
harvest is richer and more lasting than the garnerings
of a
diligent and tireless farmer in Ohio. I learn in this communion
such themes as the utter futility of all that is only material,.
since there is constant change and ultimate decay governing
all things. I see more clearly, bccau se of this change and destiny of decay, that I am brother to the corn shock and the
honeybee, for I too must become immersed
in the universal
solvent of death. But this priestess also extends the cup of her
Eucharist and a surge of fresh faith in Nature's wisdom and
in the justice of her system. I feel also a growing breadth of
love for all my brother-things,
the sensible
and insensible
with which I share a common destiny. Hope fills me too. I
have hope with the swiftly dismantling
trees that the sap of
new life will rise again, and also with the decaying seed of corn
that it will grow once more. Thus the dying of all things in
the autumn of the year gives new life to my thoughts.
The
decline of nature inspires the resurgence
of my soul.

Revelation
The

sun has gone just now, and pulled his piercing beams
from o'er the fields,
The light that stays behind is humble in reflection of its fires.
There lingers here a lessening glow without a source that
fades unseen,
And close above the gravel roads and farms a haze autumnal
rises.
No sound intrudes, for those the ear can sense belong ineffably,
And even these are silence sounds - the far-off tinklinz of a
lead cow's be ll.:
b
The rustling of the horse's hay, the beat of wings to chicken
roost All these are only part of this great overwhelming
calm of
nature's being.
I stand, and hold a can of feed,
And think some Power has just decreed
That I should look on this land,
From which the raucous world is banned,
And feel in this one swift release
The awesome majesty of peace.
-Nancy
Hendricks
:j:§:j:

:j:§:j:

A Pioneer Home
Lois Esther Littler
everal
clues indicated that a house was there before it
became visible to the approaching
visitor, for pioneer
homes were located, not because of nearness to a road, but
because of proximity to a spring and a stream; the former saved
time and labor in digging a well for the household and the latter
promised a supply of water for the livestock. It nestled, this
home of my great-grandparents,
half-secluded
among huge
trees and smaller shrubs on the crown of a knoll overlooking
a meandering
stream. As one followed the short stretch of
road between the school building and the Quaker meetinghouse, a winding lane diverged to the left where the highway
and the drive to the meetinghouse
met. The lane paralleled
the south boundary of the meetinghouse
grounds, and at its

S
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farther end two ancient gray wilLows appeared to be standing
guard over the brook. A nearer approach
disclosed a ford
where the stream was widest and shallowest
and, between
the ford and the willows, a foot-log was securely placed for
the convenience of pedestrians.
Crossing the brook and following the tracks of the lane up the hill, a visitor saw on the
left a springhouse with a mossy clapboard roof, surrounded by
a huge bed of Calarnus and shaded by a giant oak. A narrow
path led from the Jane, up the hill to the gate, through which
one entered the picket fence of the yard. A Philadelphia Rambler rose flanked the right side of the gate and old-fashioned redblack roses, the left; butter-and-eggs,
or toad-flax, bloomed in
wild freedom along- the fence. A Japanese flowering quince, a.
lilac, and several varieties of roses were scattered informally
over the south slope of the yard.
The house itself was a rambling structure, having evolved
from an original four-room log cabin to a seven-room weatherboarded house built in an L-shape. North of the house was a
large outdoor cellar with a pitched roof extending almost to'
the ground. A large paw-paw tree stood near its entrance. On
the northwest corner of the house was an outdoor fireplace, in
which an enormous iron kettle provided facilities for heating
wash water during the summer months.
The back yard was a small quadrangle
bounded by the
outdoor cellar and the woodshed on the north, the smokehouse on the west, and, on the south and east, by the inner
L of the house. The latter was further emphasized by a porch
which extended the full length of the L. On the north end
of the porch was a wooden pump with a gourd dipper and a
well trough. That end of the porch was well shaded by wild
cucumber vines trained on twine strings. The west end was
enclosed so that there was room for an open-shelf cupboard
in which a miscellany of articles, from flower pots to discarded
dishes, could be stored. Two or three splint-bottomed
chairs
were arranged conveniently where the long hours of shade on
a northern exposure could be enjoyed. In the center of the
quadrangle was a pansy beel fringed with mignonette;
between
the bouse and the smokehouse was a group of vari-colored
hollyhocks crowding about the gray poplar walls of the smokehouse; and climbing th~ dinner bell pole nearby were bright
blue morning glories.
The garden lay west of the quadrangle
and the house,
and was hisected by a path to the orchard, which lay still
farther west and south. Bordering the garden were a persim-
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mon tree, two or three seedling peach trees, a Blue Damson
plum tree, a quince bush, gooseberry and currant bushes, and
a few raspberry and blackberry briars. The orchard extended
for an acre or more on toward the barn and contained such
o~d-fashioned favorities as Sweet Apples, Rambos, White Pippms, and Sweet Vandivers.
Along the fence separating the
garden from the orchard were a few beehives the inhabitants
of which were busily plying between fruit and flowers.
Returning to the house, one entered the kitchen door and
found a large, square room, but the dim light obscured details.
There were only two windows, and the two doors were without panes. Gradually the main articles of furniture appeared:
a work table on the north side, a Franklin cookstove, a dining' table with four straight chairs about it, and a safe with
perforated
tin doors. As one crossed the warped board floor
and entered the door into the general living-room, a like simplicity of furnishing was apparent: three rocking chairs, a Morris chair, a bed, an Oak Burner heating stove. A hand-woven
rag carpet covered the floor and a hand-woven blue and white
coverlet, the bed; a Seth Thomas clock ticked away the tranquil hours: Two small, dark bedrooms opening off the livingroom contained little more than a bed and a chair each. A
second living-room opened off the center one; yet it was no
more ornately decorated save for the addition of a settee of
simple design. A cherry cord bed, a cherry bureau, two rocking chairs covered with crocheted tidies, and a Florence heating stove composed the furnishings there. In all the rooms, the
only pieces of furniture not made by hand were the stoves,
the Morris' chair, and the settee. Even the whisk broom by the
stove "vas horne-grown and homemade.
Simplicity, sturdiness, and genuineness characterized
the
occupants of this home even as they did the furniture. There
were Uncle John and Aunt .Mercy - husband and wife and Aunt Lizzie and Aunt Mary: the former was a widow and
the latter a spinster. Here were, essentially, three families living' under one roof; yet if they had ever heard the aphorism that
no roof is big enough for two families, no one ever surmised
it. They shared the daily tasks involved in tending the small
acreage received by their father from the government in 1830,
tilling the soil and maintaining a small dairy, a small orchard,
and a garden. With meticulous faithfulness they attended the
First and Fourth Day meetings or the Society of Friends and
observed their own periods or daily worship. Both Uncle John
and Aunt Mercy went often to neighboring meetings to preach.
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They were all never-failing
sources' of aid and comfort when
illness or death visited the homes of their neighbors. Of them
it could be said: "Religion was the central core and fiber of
their lives and the fragrant perfume of their personalities"
as
well as that "they had wide margins to their lives."
:j:§:j:

:j:§:j:

~:§:j:

:j:§:j:

"

Gentleman
Howard

W. Newman

T

he .gentleman is perhaps arnonc-b the rarest of present-day
anImals. It has, because of the ravages of the elements, the
predaciousness of such parasites as Female inhumana, and
the powerful insecticide of satire, been nearly exterminated,
extirpated, eradicated, and annihilated.
Even its habitat, that
imaginary
realm wherin the Little Lord
Flaunteroys
and
assorted fairy-book characters flit through the most stilted of
social amenities with not a trace of selfishness,
egoism, or
any other imperfection, has very nearly been destroyed. Thank
Heavens!
.
But the ultimate extinction of this organism is not the
problem, as is the problem not the ultimate extinction of this
organism. With fear of repetition,
it must be stated that the
problem is one of taxonomy.
There are, as everyone presumes, two kingdoms used in
taxonomy.
These are the animal kingdom and the plant kingdom; the former is composed of dependent
organisms
with
well developed powers of locomotion and large, roving eyes,
and the latter is composed of independent
organisms without
brains.
Although
the cIassifjcation
is a difficult one, the
gentleman has been placed in the animal kingdom because of
such accessory organs as the heart and the reproductive system
of the sexual type.
The phylum to which the gentleman belongs is Moresata
-not
Moronata as some authors would have one believe. This
word is derived from two ancient Greek words that lose everything in translation.
It is agreed by most taxonomists,
however, that the members of this phylum possess an innominate
structure which enables them to open all kinds of doors, to
fall to the rear of a line, to bow and to rise in the presence
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of a Ladyi societae, ~nd, when necessary, to shed their coats
over any open quagrrnro thus preventing
harm to the dainty,
delicate, fragile creature~.
.
,!,he class t~ which the gentleman belongs is Disgustinga
a.nd IS characterized
by effeminate fastidiousness and ostentatious display of manners and charm in the presence of 110ngentlemen or Male common vulgaris, and when he is not beinz
o:bs~rved, by an ostentatious
retrogression
to a state of bestlal.lty . not u~like that displayed by Male common vulgaris.
T~ls display IS also used before the Ladyi societae and usually
:vlth most encouraging results, since most Ladyi societae 'are
mfamously poor at making or desiring to make fine distinctions
among men.
It is thought
that the order to which the gentleman
belongs is one which is closely related to those of the dog,
the wolf, and the skunk.
This, however, is a popular misconception, for the order to which the gentleman belongs is unique,
and all dogs, wolves, and skunks will disclaim vehemently
any remote geneological
ties with it. This order, Beauzo, is
characterized by a psychological state wherein the members are
devoted to rescuing Ladyi societae in distress, righting their
wronged honors, and picking up their prostrate
forms after
fainting spells.
It is farther characterized by an effluence of
polite language
that drowns all conversation
in a sea of
formality.
'
The family of the gentleman
can be either Nonea or
Onea, depending upon the physical attributes
of the specimen.
This family is the opposite of that to which belongs the Male
common vulgaris, Multiwifea.
A member of the family Onea,
after falling prey to one of the Ladyi societae, usually spends
the rest of his life in sedentary, but obedient servitude within
a stable and almost static habitat.
As to the. genus and species of t!1e gentleman, ,the most
common is Respectus gentlemanus,
It IS usually held 111 esteem
by its fellow organisms and contribute~ ~o their general welf,are
in some one or more ways. Although ridiculed, scorned, envied,
and ever hated by Male common vulgaris, it still maintains
a successful existence and what might even be called a life of
sensuousness
and altruism.
.However, most taxonomists
are
in agreement that although Respectus
g~ntleman~s is anachronous to our society, it is still a very nice organism to have
around-in
zoos, museums, taxidermy shops, et cetera,

\

Man
A Lilliputian walked my hand.
He said I'd see the faults of man;
How they did argue and digress,
How politics they always stress.
He knew I viewed things from above;
Yet all their faults I could not love.
A Brobdingnag then picked me up,
And nearly crushed me in his glove.
His mighty steps soon made me gasp;
His pity by his greed surpassed.
I-Ie knew I sensed his coarse idea;
A freak I was in his galleria.
No sooner free, an island spied me
And took me up to scorn and chide me.
lts people thought me quite uncivil.
All but abstraction
to them was trivial.
Volumes of facts they had in store
But to interpret them was a bore.
I finally landed near a horse
Who frowned on me and gave discourse.
Who said a "Yahoo" I resembled,
A type of man who feared and trembled,
A kind of man with little sense,
A jolly fool quite in a trance.
Can these things be I asked myself?
Then searched for Swift upon my shelf.
-Sally
Lou Bell

:I:§:I:

:t:§:I:

Master of the House
Octavia Landers
lancy
ago.
little
black and
presented

C

became. a meml.)er of our family almost three years
Deceptively enough, he appeared to be a sedate
puppy at the age of six weeks, a round, pudgy,
tan Doberman pinscher of impressive
lineage, was
to our daughter, J ody, as a Christmas
gift. Her
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first dog had died at the age of thirteen
while jody was still
in college, and she wanted another to take his place. It was
like replacing
a tabby cat with a tiger! The entire household has hac! to become adjusted
to living with Clancy. He
has outwitted
us at every turn and has succeeded
in bending us to his will most adroitly.
Most small puppies are mischievous
and active but usually tire after playing
awhile and stop to nap occasionally.
Clancy is tireless. So far as we have been able to determine,
he has never closed. an eye or stopped moving long enough
take a nap. At first he chewed something
constantly.
We triee!
to provide
an object
suitable
for this activity,
but nothing
was so durable
that he could not chew off bits and try to
swallow
them before we could stop him. This destructiveness tested our patience
and ingenuity
to the utmost as he
wen t through
a series of various
dog toys.
Clancy has seemed to follow his own unalterable
course
in growing
up. He never gave up one set of bad habits until
he found a new and worse set. The book said that puppies
should never be cowed or frightened
by severe punishment.
The book did not reckon with dogs like Clancy. There was no
punishment
which could be humanely
administered
that had
any effect whatsoever
on Clancy on his early life. When he
was spanked with a rolled newspaper,
he took it to be a new
game thought
up for his special entertainrnsnr.
He enjoyed
it and went merrily on as before. Scolding went completely
unheeded.
For example,
every time he was allowed in the
house, he would dash to the bathroom
and seize the rubber
door-stop to chew. Each time he was bad, I spanked him with
a folded newspaper
and scolded him. As soon as I released
him, back he would go for the door-stop.
He only left the
door-stop
when he discovered
another
forbidden
object
to
chew. So long as he was in the house, he never stopped running, jumping, or chewing. vVe tried keeping him in for longer periods
of time, thinking
that he would
eventually
get
tired ctnd lie clown for a nap. It always ended with the whole
family being worn out and needing a rest after Clancy was
returned
to his pen.
When the cold weather
gave way to spring, we moved
Clancy from his basement
pen to a new pen outdoors.
By
this time he was about five months old. He was very happy
anrl content in the daytime, but at night he was disturbed
by
strange sounds. The rain dripping
on the trees, leaves rustling, rabbits
hopping
past, airplanes
roaring
overhead,
and
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people passing by, all caused him to bark. Somehow he seemed
more easily disturbed between the hours of one and four
in the morning than at any other time. He finally became
~ccu~tomed to the great outdoors in his own good time and
111 l11S own way. Nothing
we could do made much difference.
We were all thankful for one matter. Clancy seemed to
be as indestructible and as healthy as any dog could be. Daily
he grew more sleek and beautiful. He took his shots and had
his ears clipped with never a murmur or an upset. His appetite was prodigious. Therefore, when one day he could not
eat, we all became thoroughly
alarmed. In the six months
we had owned him such a thinz had never happened before.
With his customary perversity l1e chose to become ill. over
the week-end when veterinarians
were hard to reach. Finally
~ve located a pet-doctor who came to the house Sunday morn1l1g to diagnose Clancy's ailment. Examination
showed that
the .dog has swallowed an object which had lodged in ~he ~ntestine and a major operation was required. The vetermarian
se~ up his portable operating table over the laundry tubs and
With my husband's assistance removed the object from Clancy's
intestine. It proved to be a golf ball. In three days Clancy
was full of life again and back to his usual pranks. We were
greatly relieved but wondered what he would think of next.
The usual battle of wills took place when my husband
decided to take Clancy to a training school. At the classes
each master handles his own dog; the dogs are supposed to
learn to "heel," "sit," "stand," and "stay" upon command.
Clancy always became so excited by the other dogs that it
took at least half of the alotted time to quiet him enough
to work. Even the teacher, an experienced handler of do~s,
acknowledged that Clancy had a mind of his own, one which
was very hard to' change. Clancy eventually won out, "flunked"
the course, and has never gone hack to school.
Clancy was dejected when we took our vacation trip last
summer. Naturally ninety pounds of over-active
Doberman
could not accompany us on a long trip. The kennel, which unsuspectingly accepted him for two weeks, was the most ultramodern we could find. With misgivings
we left Clancy a!ld
went on out trip, determined not to let the dog spoil a nice
vacation. However, we were uneasy all the time. Upon arriving home the first thing we· did was to call for Clancy. As
we suspected, it was a most forlorn, emaciated, and totally
unrecognizable
Clancy who greeted us. His barking, banging,
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and restless behavior had had the whole staff at the kennel
completely
ba~fled .. They had triee! everything
to please him
-even
to feeding 111111 three pounds of hamburger and cottage
che ese eac.h day. He ate everything with gusto but continued
~o 1o.se weight. He was glad to see us - pathetically so. Back
111 hIS
~CcustOI.lle~ self-regula~ed
routine and his own family,
he regained within a week's time almost all of his lost weight.
Reluctantly
we are now considering
taking future vacations
in relays, dividing up the family so that someone can stay
home with Clancy.
Impish, mischievous, headstrong,
perpetually
active, Clancy has WOn our love completely. Of course he is fully aware
of this fact. Clancy has chosen my husband to be his boon
companion, one who shows great sympathy and a willingness
to lend an ear to Clancy's clesires of the moment. He regards
Joely as a wonderful playmate, but since she is often busy in
the evenings, she cannot be relied upon for all the play he
wishes. For petting
Clancy looks to my sister, Betty. She,
weighing a scant ten pounds more than Clancy, confines her
petting to times when another member of the family has him
in hand and can assist in case discipline becomes necessary.
As for me, Clancy has concluded
that he cannot really influence me too much once I have determined what he shall
do; but because I do have tempting morsels of food to hand
out, I have earned some status in his affections. Pearlie, our
factotum, serves him best as an audience for his antics. When
Pearlie hangs out the washing,
Clancy really enjoys himself.
If his food pan is in the pen, he goes through acrobatics, tossing' and rolling the pan as he doubles and twists and lunges.
Yipping' and barking as he bangs from one end of his pen to
the other, he never subsides
until he is sure that Pearlie
has retired into the house.
These are the roles Clancy plays, and we have come to
accent his dicta as natural. Descended
from a long line of
champions
0-;': both sides of his family, Klaus Assault von
Huvel (Clancy) has emerged with a successful "rex" complex
which we as mere human being's cannot combat effectively.
I read an article recently, written by the president of the Hoosier Kennel Club, which asserted, "I like dogs because they
live with you and for you." In our case Clancy certainly lives
with us, but we definitely live for him.

What I Believe In
Howard

I

/
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believe in savoring each day as if it were my last. I always
feel that today is the day that I shall remember forever.
H in death I should find no present and no future, then
I should like to think that I lived each day to its fullest. Only
in this one way can I feel that I have a defense against slipping into the constant depression that overtakes, many of the
p~ople of today. I believe that I do not have the time to cons~der all my troubles on one day and hold back all my good
times for some day in the future when these troubles are all
resolved. To taste the best of every hour and to spend it wisely is my desire.
The greastest
difficulty in finding happiness
is not so
much in looking for joy as in taking pleasure in the tasks of
each clay. I believe that if a man works with happiness as a
goal, he will never find it. The man who is happy with his
lot is content, and therefore he need not search any longer.
I know well the price of happiness.
Honesty
and hard
work are the two mediums of exchange. Honesty is the price
I pay my conscience for peace of mind. Hard work is the price
I pay for my right to happiness. Peace of mind cannot be
wrenched from another. Happiness cannot exist if it is exacted
from the use of another man's pleasures.
The living of each day is like an accountant's
totaling
?f sums for debit and credit. Each of us pays with his physical labors for the foods of the body. Charity, on the other
~1al:d, alone cannot bring contentment
to the soul. Neither
IS It well to be totally passive. It is good to say of a person
that he has hurt no one. However, if he has helped no one,
his life is sterile. Only if I am satisfying to family, friends,
an(~ associates, can I ever hope to be satisfied within myself.
If 111 the final Jally of each day, goodness may be marked in
black: I can take that day and live in the memory of it for an
eterl11ty.

The Fine Art of Doing Without
Isabel

F

Brumleve

ew of us are in such circumstance.s that we are able to
have, through the whole of our Iives, all of the things
which we desire. Most of us are limited in our possessions to the essentials, and some of us to the bare necessities of life. To be satisfied with what we have is a virtue
that may not be easy to attain, but it is possible and pays
rich rewards.
I imagine that almost all of us have at some time or another felt that we had to have a new spring coat, but perhaps
we did not buy it because Mother needed one more. vVe could
feel hurt and neglected because we did not get the coat or
we might be proud and, happy when we thought of the many
times when Mother gave up things so that we could have
what we wanted. I might have only two pairs of shoes and
want yery much to own the blue pair which I saw in a store
window. But I shall stop feeling sorry for myself when I remember that there are boys in the veteran's hospital on Cold Springs
who have no feet.
Not everyone has the ability or the talent to keep up with
the J oneses, but each of us has the capacity to cherish what
it is our fortune to have. Everyone, rich and poor alike, by
merely looking about can enjoy the natural wonders and
beauty of the earth . .The love of our family and our friends
may be acquired with only a little effort and love on our own
part.
We have taken a big step toward developing the art of
doing without when we refuse to be envious of others. The
art of doing without should not, however, be regarded as a
substitute
for ambitions and effort. N everthless, the goal of
ambition arid effort should not be the acquisition
of material things. The mere possession of things ha~ not by itself
brought lasting happiness to anyone, fo~ th~re IS ,always someone who wants more. Contentment
lies 111 doing our best
anel being satisfieel with what we have.

(

The Blind Who See
Robert

E. Lowe

ears
ago while I was reading a charming story of the
triumph of an artist over the singularly difficult handicap of sudden blindness, I first became interested
in
the sightless. Like 1110Stother people, I had considered the
loss of our eyes a condition which removed us from ordinary
life, and wondered how it was possible without sight to do
almost any of the normal, everyday duties which are a part
of living. After practising some of these activities blindfold, I
learned that there are even more problems than I knew; I
decided that to be blind was certainly a dreadful catastrophe.
In the years that have passed, possibly because of this
early impression, and certainly because I associated with many
disabled veterans, I have become more interested
than ever
in the study of people deprived of sight. I no longer call
them blind, a word which sets them apart from normal people,
because I feel that they often see more than we do and have
clearer, more' detailed pictures of many things. They have
sharpened their remaining senses on the whetstone
of bitter
experience; where we are content to sniff, they smell and savor; where we touch or brush against, they feel texture, height,
and depth; and where we half-listen or shut out every-day
sounds, they detect, remember, and associate these sounds according to time, place, and people. On my way to work I
carry as a passenger a sightless veteran who knows my car
by the sound of its motor, the streets and crossings by their
familiar bumps and conformations.
He identifies stop streets
by the sound of accelerating
gears of crossing traffic;
he
"sees" the streets as wet, roads as muddy or dusty, the day
as cloudy or sunny; he smells the seasons ; and he can as
quickly separate nickels, dimes, quarters, and pennies as you
or 1. An untold number of sounds and voices he catalogs in
a mental file seldom used by those who depend upon sight.
Even the opinions of this man often seem to stem from a
broader perspective than ours, I think, because the obvious
and the circumstantial
have no way to invade his mind to
distort his thoughts. You might say that because he cannot see, he has learned to see more.
The splendid dogs which so often mark the sightless
have long been a legend, Not in disparagement
of these talented
"yes"-for
what man would take their place in such end-
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less self-denial -:- but to show further the courage, trust, and
energy of the blind who use the animals, it should be pointed
out that as 11t~man as the do~s appea~ t? be sometimes, they
are, after all, Just dogs. For mstance, It IS commonly believed
that seeing-eye dogs know green lights from red; actually dogs
are indisputably color-blind. It is the keen ear of the master
and a short command from him which send the pair unerringly across the street. Nor can the dogs miraculously respond to
"Take me to the barber shop," or "over to Mabel's." It is
true that dogs have, an instinct for directions and learn to
know those familiar paths about the home and neighorhood,
but it is the finely drawn map in the mind of the sightless
traveler which leads man and dog to their destination. AIthough obedient, cheerful, trustworthy,
and companionable,
the seeing-eye dog is still only a well-trained
animal.
Of the three-hundred
thousand blinded persons in America, six thousand
are in Indiana;
many are successful in
buisinesses of many kinds, in selling, in handicrafts.
Many
have done well as lawyers, legislators, writers, and social workers. In their courage and efficiency they are the envy sometimes
of sighted people who have not used their own opportunities
so wisely.
It would not be fun to be blind; it is not even fun to
play "blind-man's
bluff" to imitate the blind. An insidious
little whisper that you are tempting fate draws, you into a
near-panic, and you breathe freely again only after ripping
away the dark barrier. You are glad to see the sun in the
window, the flowers on the table. The many tints and shades
of ordinary objects around you become cause for comment,
as though
you had discovered something new. The blindfold experience teaches you many things:
the resonance of
'Nalls, the difference in the tick-tock of the kitchen and living-room clocks, the number of steps off. the fr~nt porch! I
found it excitinz and interesting, and still occasionally close
my eyes to try little tricks, such as identifying a penny and
a dime. More than anything else I have learned to respect the
courage, energy ,confidence, and faith of the people who have
learned to see and do so well without eyes. If they are to
be set apart, I believe it should be as an example of what
we could clo if we tried,

/
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Pastoral .Vacation
Richard

Becker

I
/

A

our car rounded a curve in the dusty country road 011
a hot August day, my cousin and I caught sight of the
farm on which we were going to spend a month. As
we drove up to it, the farm presented a picture which was new
and enticing. Being nine years old and on a vacation is enough
to excite anyone's imagination.
Therefore, we did not notice
the old unpainted weatherboards
of the house, the rusty tin
roof of the porch, or the shaggy grass which was overrunning
the front-yard. vVe did see the old rain barrel beside the house,
the huge swing on the porch, and the chickens clucking about
in the side yard; and in the distance we could see the big
red barn, the rickety corncrib, and the shaded milk house.
As we hurried through the gate, we saw our white-bearded
host corning to greet us. Uncle Frank was just what the setting needed to .make it complete.
Our enthusiasm was not dampened by the interior of the
house, because it was completely
in harmony with its fascinating exterior.
N aturaIIy, we were very much interested
in the kitchen, from which pleasant odors frequently
came.
The queen of that room, we soon learned, was the hired cook,
Callie. It seemed that she was always working over her woodburning cookstove, and, of course, we were always ready to
eat. All of the meals were served on a long table with benches
to match. We thought this picnic-type furniture
quite odd for
a kitchen, but Uncle Frank explained that in a bygone day
farm hands had eaten at that table. These unusual surroundings added an exciting touch to mealtime. Before long we had
explored the rest of the house from its gloomy summer kitchen
to its relic-filled attic.
S.

Of course we spent most of our time outdoors. We found
many things to do which were .quite foreign to us and therefore great adventures.
How excited we were when Uncle
Frank would let us ride his tired, old horses, Nell and Jake.
Riding Over tIle never-ending
fields, we would often pretend
to be farmhands
herding the woolly sheep which grazed under
rows of persimmon trees, but we were always interrupted
by
imaginary bands of Indians swooping clown upon us. Then
we would hurriedly retreat to the barn. When we were in
the safety of its walls, we would forget the Indians, and our
new diversion would often be hide-and-seek.
At times, how-
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ever, we would just sit in the rough bed of the hay wagon
and tell wild stories. Here we would often imagine ourselves
to be victims of dangerous bandits who had descended from
the hayloft. Whatever we did we always had an exciting time.
Toward the end of each busy day our imaginary Indians would
find us in the barn, and we would let them chase us to the
weatherbeaten
house, to our waiting supper, and to our soft
feather beds. Then we would fall asleep to dream about the
farm, the Indians, and the wonderful vacation we were having.

Story of Tommy Gromeko
(In argot)
Ted Black
s

criminal reporter for the Chicago Comet, it was my
job to investigate the criminal case of Tommy Gromeko, better known in the underworld as the "Chicago
Kid." When Gromeko ambled into the line-up, I knew he was
headed for the big house. A fag dangled loosely from his
lips. His glad rags, tailor-fitted, marked him as a professional
thug. I asked permission to interview Gromeko and the request was granted.
Upon entering the cooler I found Tommy cool as a cucumber. There was little gab on my part, but Gromeko had a
few choice words for the occasion. "I ain't squealin' to any
flatfoot. You cowboys may take me for a stool pigeon, but I
ain't ratin' on nobody. Now scram before I slit your gizzard."
I left, for cleverly concealed under Gromeko's coat was _a
shiv and a gat.
The boys in blue tried every possible method to make
Tommy squawk. Under the heat lamp Tommy just sweat it
out. I had this guy pegged from the start. Gromeko was nobody's stooge. However, this was one rap Gromeko wasn't
going to skip.
. .
.
The 'trial started slowly but finished fast. The dicks had
the goods on Gromeko. Tommy said he had been framed and
the trial had been fixed, but this defense was of no avail. The
judge threw the book at Gromeko; the verdict was guilty,
and the penalty was death.
On May 1, 1939, Gromelco walked the last mile. Tommy
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was no longer a mug; he was no longer a hodlurn : he
longer the leader of the underworld.
The "Chicago
was now a gangster
of the past, for he received
the
treatment
at midnight.
The famed Tommy
Gromeko
dead.
110
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Man of Wisdom
Frederick

I

Murphy

n the competitive
world of today wisdom is a cheap C0111modity to be gained almost painlessly
through
the gigantic educational
system which exists in America. At least
this is what the majority of Americans seem to believe. America
seems to have lost that humility and meekness of spirit which
characterizes
those who possess true wisdom.
A truly wise
person is one who, regardless of how much knowledge
he may
have aHained, "realizes with a feeling not unlike pain how infinitely much there remains for him to learn and how impossible is the
task of even scratchinz the surface of the knowb.
some w l10 possessed
this secret of wisdom, It is hard to imledge of tbe ages. In all the world's history
there hav= been
agine how the world could have progressed
without
them.
One such man was a humble G~·eek whose wisdom, but
for his illustrious pupil, might have been lost to the world, A
completely
unprepossessing
man in appearance,
his thoughts
were to have an impact on the world such as those of few
other men. His name was Socrates. He was a man who felt
he bad a mission and was willing to die, if need be, rather
than to relinquish
his dream. As with all men who attempt
to show mankind its "faults, he soon became the object of a
hatred compounded
with fear. Some of the citizens of Athens
feared that he was perverting
the minds of the young, turning
them away from the ideals they should hold clear. Socrates
met the opposition not with fear and trembling
but with the
courage
that comes when one knows he espouses
the right.
When he was finally brought <to trial by his accusers, he
showed himself a master of logic. Though aware of the great
danger confronting
him, he still could say ancl believe that
to the good man nothing can happen save the good. If the
fearful world of today could produce a few men of true wisclom like Socrates, there would be no reason for anyone to fear
the world of tomorrow.

Reverence
Nancy

Ann Johnson

O

n~ of my unforgettable
experience of reverence occurred
Jl1 the house of God. Church
was about ready to convene and, as I waited, I silently glorified God for all
the wonderful blessings he had bestowed upon me. How marvelous was this day with the sun streaming through the mosaic
windows filling the sanctuary
with light from a heavenly
source! In the distance church bells, were ringing, proclaiming in resonant notes how glorious was this clay of our Lord!
As I sat there, I was filled with a .spir it of reverence, for my
attention was drawl'! teo a !~:<2!, coming down the aisle to a seat
near me. He was bent with age; yet his steps were as straight as
the path he hac! chosen to follow. There were lines in his face
that showed he had known the depths of despair, but his expression d isp lay ed a restful soul, peace of mine!, and love for
God. His deep blue eyes were as, clear as ocean water; they
were as radiant as the waking of a rosebud in spring - once
dormant, but now lifting upward with undaunted heart to the
supremacy of the skies.
Then I realized that I knew this man. I had forgotten the
face, but the eyes were memorable. He was the little man who
sold papers in the morning at the tiny shoe-shine shop downtown. This man, with holes in his socks and patches on his
coat, would sell papers as long as he could each morning,
even thoug:h he received only five cen~s for each paper. When
the collection plate was, passed, he did not have a crumped
bill to put in, but into the plate he placed a small silvery
coin .. More than any other person there, he gave all that he
had. As the choir in angelic song proclaimed the glory of God,
the Father
and each corner of the church resounded
His
praise, I was filled with reverence and humility so deep that
I was hardly aware of the tears which slowly made their way
clown mv cheek. Then I knew that as long as there are people
who are- as filled with spirit of holiness as he, the. olel man,
the kingdom of. God will come upon the earth.
.

/

"God Sees the Truth, but W aits" ~.
Lucinda

Kryter

story by Tolstoi is different in many ways from those
of the present-day masters of the short story. There are
no stylistic innovations and no such fast pace and intensity as are found in so many modern short stories. And
yet the story has that essence which makes it a great and
lasting short story. It has a simplicity and realism that, while
nothing like Hemingway's,
is actually more effective in my
opinion. The reader doesn't have the feeling in this story of
any conscious and direct effort on the part of the author to
achieve simplicity through words or style. The emphasis here
is on the story to be told and the theme to be presented, not
on the manner in which this is achieved.
The story is written as a narration, just as someone might
tell it, and in somewhat formal language. In the first two
paragraphs we are told whom the story is about, where he
lives, what he does, what he looks like, something of his past
history and present status in life. The third paragraph prepares us for the rest of the story and we proceed from there.
Thus, in three short paragraphs the author has given us the
description of the main character, has set the stage in terms of
place and circumstance, and the words of Aksionov's wife "Ivan Dmitrich, do 110t start today; I have had a bad dream
about you" - prepared us for the story to follow. This method
of presentation would be considered amateurish
and lacking
in style or imagination if used by a present-day
writer. Yet
I think this very straightforwardness
contributes
greatly to
the depth and sincerity of the story.
One factor is rather obviously omitted in the introductory
material - that of time. Perhaps this is done to emphasize
the. element of universality in the story. Much of To1stoi's
la?tIng popuarity is, of course, due to the fact that he dealt
with universality. It is almost as if To1stoi, instead of taking
a small, rather insignificant
theme to fit the brevity of his
story, has broken off a small piece of a larger universal theme.
Aksionov sought vengeance against Makar Semzonich and
though he prayed for peace he could get none - he was unhappy and wretched.
Yet when his opportunity
to wreak
vengeance came, he passed it by and forgave Makar - and
with forgiveness, peace came to him.
There is irony in the ending of the story. Makar. confesses
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his guilt, but Aksionov was dead when the order for his release came through.
When I first read this story there was some thotwht in
my mind that Tolstoi meant it as a denunciation
of ~ God
who, though he knows the truth, waits till too late to reveal
it. Yet, 011 the -other hanel, it could be meant as an expression
of the value of sufferin!5' faith, and forgiveness
in achieving
a true love of God. I believe both could apply to the story and
both are equally universal in application.
The title "God Sees
Truth But Waits'
would imply either injustice anel fickleness or it could imply the neeel for absolute faith and trust
in Goel who alone always knows the truth.
/H any rate, this story was one of my favorites
in this
volume. It had a refreshing appeal in this era of theme-overtherne-over-theme,
of psychological
analysis of human motivation, anel the supposed necessity for either obscuring the point
in a series of unrelated,
page-long sentences, or stripping the
words-per-sentence
to the point where it is no longer realistic,
only artificial.
Nothing is included in this story that does not add to the
theme and over-all impr-esion. There are no superfluous
words,
phrases, 01' descriptions.
There is a definite feeling of continuity from beginning
to end - a continuity
that is never
broken throughout
the story.
One might say that a story presented as this one is, could
not hold a reader's attention.
Yet it certainly held mine. This
is due in large part, as I said before, to the fact that what is
said in this story is more important than the way it is said.
This is not to imply that the style is not effective - to me
it was most effective, simply because it was such a natural'
way of expressing
what the author wished to say.

*Editors' no te: Because of a general interest in the requirements
of good examination
answers, .!his. composition,
taken from an exam ina tion in Freshman
Engllsh, was considered by the editors a suitable contribution
for Manuscripts. __
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Eternal Quest
Richard

ankind
probably first became aware of beauty as a
subject for discussion during the heyday of ancient
Athens. The citizen of that city in the sixth century
B.C. might, if he wished, join a circle of thinkers and discuss
the subject at great length. Each little group of mind-probers
would attach itself to some thinker who for some reason or
other had attained
eminence in his field. Exultantly
they
would pursue the eternal for hours, thinking neither of personal comfort nor of work, producing great quantities of verbiage together with 'some leavening of original thought. One
school of thought which devoted itself a good part of the
time to the pursuit of beauty - that is, the concept of beauty
- eventually arrived at the conclusion that beauty, along with
truth and goodness, is eternal. While they were congratulating themselves on the propounding of this dictum, the philosophers carefully ignored the industrious
slaves who were
busily chipping away at columns and friezes, who were polishing exquisite
statues, who in short
were constructing,
that heritage of beauty which is today our principal legacy
from ancient Greece. Grimly the philosophers clung to their
esoteric ideas, battling to the death with other dissident philosophers and in the end bequeathing to us their opinions.
Ever since then. in age after weary age. that schism
between thinkers and doers has been repeated with variations.
In the middle ages it was the scholars and clerics who argued
endlessly over esthetical points while the more humble craftsmen erected soaring cathedrals, symphonic stained glass windows and mosaics, and a host of beautiful objects too humble
to be considered by the pundits. In a later age a new generation of self-styled "wise men" would glance at these truly
beautiful works and dismiss them with the scornful comment,
"gothic" a synonym for "barbarous." The thinkers could simply not understand the simple and intuitive standards of beauty
employed by the doers. They scoffed and in scoffing· made
eternal laughiingstocks of themselves.
.
Today the "struggle"
continues. While the writers and
critics of a score of periodicals pour forth nonsensical
statements and disjointed reasoning, the doers for once are striving to follow their leadership
without noticeable
success.
Nothing satisfies the remarkable standards of the guild of
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mind-probers. The 1110stfantastic conglomeration
of line, color
and psychological
analysis, when put on canvas or carved in
stone, is regarded by these as "too tame" or else "insincere."
The last phrase is the most accurate ever included in several
volumes of nonsense, for most of this art is insincere. When
artists are so overawed by the writing trade that their initia~ive and standards of beauty suffer, no sincerity is possible
111 art.
The exact relationship of all this to the topic of beauty
may at first be hard to see, although actually it is quite simple. That standards of beauty are necessary to the artist is
undeniable, but these standards ought to be his own idea, not
the product of some critic whose principal motive is to sell
books. No one can deny that we have discarded traditional
standards of beauty or, rather, that writers and artists have
phey's insomnia purely psychological.
Sleeping pills nothing
cling to our outmoded instincts, as is evidenced by the vague
disgust felt by Mr. Average Citizen towards the vitriolic greens
and clashing reds which are now regarded as the ultimate in
artistic beauty. The only consolation is that the artists, having gone so far, can go no farther.

:t-§+

Mr.

Fix~it

Shirley

Jo Waltz

+§+

I write this, I can look across the room and see a grayhaired gentleman whom I call Daddy. There is a twinkle in his eye, and although he laughed when I told
him that he was the subject of my theme, I think he is secretly
pleased. As he sits there in his favorite easy chair, his slipper
swings on his long foot in time to the music which is softly
pouring from the radio. The only lights in the room are from
the radio and the Christmas tree. Daddy has always liked to
sit quietly in a room with soft lights and music. In his day
he was quite a dancer and a Sir Gallahad too, I understand.
He is still very handsome and gallant, in my opinion, even
though he is getting a "middle-age spread" and his hair is
silver.
My friends all like to come to our house in order to talk
to Daddy and to hear him laugh. The children in our neighborhood say that Mr. Waltz laughs just like Santa Claus. His
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laughter comes from deep within him, and it seems to bubble
out slowly, ending in a loud roar. I never hesitate to leave
a friend in my father's hands when I am late or not quite
ready. I k no w that he will soon make my friend feel at home.
My only worry is that Daddy will talk about me. He is overly
proud of me and my few small accomplishments,
but I love
him for it. He used to tell me the most glorious stories when
I was small. I can remember curling up on his legs as he
would wrap a blanket around me, rock me to and fro, and
tell me wonderful and fantastic
stories. I could never get
quite. enough or' them, and Daddy was very relieved when
I finally went to school and learned to read my own stories.
I think his supply was almost exhausted.
On top of all this, Daddy is always willing to help. 'Whenever a pipe bursts or there is a short circuit in the wiring of
one of our neighbor's homes, our phone rings, and Daddy is
off to the rescue. We have nicknamed him "Mr. Fix-it," and
the title fits him perfectly. I think he should teach a class
in family relations. He hears all the stories of the lovelorn,
the broken homes and marriages, and gives his advice on the
problems brought to him. When the man next door dropped
dead in the night, the fir.st person his family called was my
father. Daddy never turns anyone away. Because Daddy was
one of many children, he was not able to extend his education
as far as he desired, but he has been taught many things
through life and has benefited by his experiences. I only hope
that fr0111being near him, I might acquire some of his wisdom
and his kindness toward all mankind.
:j:§t
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The Hand of Fate
Marjorie

T

he

McDowell

other night a policeman, Leonard Dean, and a friend
of his, Jim Houston, met on a street corner. Jim asked,
"How are things down at the station?"
"Well," Len said, "last night I saw a man rushing out
of his house, screaming and waving his arms. As he ran across
the street, a car hit him. I went along in the ambulance, and
as we rode I watched the elderly man struggle
for life. He
was about
seventy
years
old. His hair was iron gray
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w itl l.t0l t.che sof wlhite setting in at the temples. I had recovereel llIS 1oro en
The man was ni 1
k g asses on the street.
dressed, and in his pockets I found a house key, about eia'htv
dollars, and aNew
Y c:rk driver's license issued to Joel
~t!phey of New York CIty. I checked. at the house and found
that Mr. and Mrs. Murphey had arrived three weeks before
and that Mrs. Murphey had left for Arizona the nizht before'
At the house I found a telegram from a docto~ in N e~
York City. The telegram had arrived just after the accident·
it referred to Mrs. Murphey's
health."
,
"I read about Mr. Murphey's
death in the paper this
morning," said Jim. "Mrs. Murphey couldn't give any reason
fa: her husband's
peculiar. behavior, could she? The paper
said that as far as the police were concerned, the case was
closed. That right, Len?" Jim watched him intently as he
listened. Len, the faithful old policeman, had been on the
force twenty years .His constant service had kept him young,
and one would never have guessed that he was almost fifty.
Len's hair was the same sandy hrown, and his blue eyes still
had their twinkle.
Len Dean had solved many seemingly
impossible cases. When he had a hunch, he never gave bUp
trying.
"Somehow
the thing doesn't add up to me," Len said.
"I want to talk with the doctor who sent the telegram, with
the Murphey's
neighbors,
and with Mrs. Murphey. Well, I'll
be seeing you, Jim," Len called as the friends' parted.
The next day patrolman Dean visited the Murphey's neighbors back in New York City. From them he discovered that
Joel Murphey
was not the dignified person he pretended to
be. He had married his wife for her money. Since their marriage he had been spending most of his afternoons playing
golf and bridge, and most of his evenings with other women.
After visiting these neighbors
and talking with the doctor,
Len went to see Mrs. Murphey. When she came to the door
in answer to his knock, he was startled by her appearance.
She was a pale, thin woman who looked far older than her
actual years. Straggly gray hair and stooped shoulders marked
her a timid, retiring woman. Sylvia Murphey was a frail, longsuffering woman who never protested_ verbally. But, as Len
had discovered, she was a hypochondriac;
and it was at the
doctor's
suggestion
that she had decided to go to Arizona
for her health. Len was sure that this trip had given Mr.
Murphey -the idea of murdering his wife and taking over her
estate. Since Mrs. Murphey used many pills, Len Dean con-
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eluded that over a course of weeks Joel Murphey had managed to sneak a dozen sleeping pills out of her pillbox. Mrs.
"Murphey invited Dean in and told him her story about the
eveni llg of the accident.
"J oel wired my doctor the night of my departure,"
Mrs.
Murphey related. "He told Dr. Jordan that he was worried
about the amount of sedatives I had been taking. Later in
the evening Joel came into my room with a bottIe of champagne and two glasses, and suggested that we celebrate the
occasion of my trip."
It was Len's belief that in one glass was enough powder
to kill anyone. Afterwards,
Mr. Murphey
knew it would be
assumed that Mrs. Murphey had committed
suicide or taken
too many sleeping pills. "What happened then?" Len asked
Sylvia Murphey.
"Well," she continued, "I waited until Joel's back was
turned;
then, not wanting the drink, I poured the contents
into his glass. I have done this many times at parties because
I do 110t care for drinks. I did pretend to drink, however, for
I knew that Joel would be angry otherwise. At seven o'clock
I told him goodbye and left to catch the train. That is all I
know about the story, Mr. Dean."
Len Dean thanked her and left. As he walked down the
street, he thought
over his theory. More than likely, Mr.
Murphey looked at the aIasses after his wife left. He must
have noticed that there \:as no lipstick on the glass with the
powcler remains in the bottom. Suddenly
it would cross his
mind that his wife must have done what he had often seen
her do at parties-pour
her unwanted
drink into his glass.
Realizing the truth, he ran out to the street screaming for
help, and the car hit him.
Another thought flashed through Dean's mind. Reaching
into his pocket, he pulled out the rumpled telegram from the
doctor. As he read the message, the ironic turn of events
brough t a smile to his face. "No cause for alarm. Mrs. M urphrey's insomnia purely pschological.
Sleeping pills nothing
but sugar."

Portrait of Grandmother
Barbara

Boyd

G

ad

must. have_int~nded that sl~e be a grandmother
from
the vel y beg 1l111lng,or else Grandmother
could not be
so perfect. To begin with, she is gentle. Regardleso;; of
the circumstances,
that particular
trait is always evident. It
is there when she scolds Grandpa for deciding to fill the
woodbox after the kitchen floor has just been mopped. It
was there the day she scolded me for hiding behind the kitchen range and eating all her brown sugar, and it is there yet
when she catches me stealing a piece of her apple pie before
supper.
She always ends her scolding with this same observation:
"That certainly
is no way to behave!" But she
scolds gently, and it seems that all the while she is smiling
to herself. That smile is typical of her whole disposition. When
she laughs, her brilliant blue eyes sparkle, the hundreds of
crisscrossing
laugh wrinkles
become accentuated,
and her
naturally
pink cheeks
become almost crimson in contrast
to her fluffy white hair. She laughs often in spite of the fact
that her gnarled hands betray her many years of hard work.
Although she does not speak of it often, times were not
always pleasant. My father and uncle can still remember when
it was necessary that their entire wardrobe be based on Grandmother's ingenuity
and antique sewing machine. The sewing
machine is just .like another member of the family even yet; to
sell it would break all our hearts. so it rests contentedly in the
corner of the dining room under a potted plant. She loves
plants, "what-nots."
and pictures of the family; consequently.
the parlor has become almost cluttered with such mementos.
However, each item has its own particular niche, and to move
anyone
of them would be grave mistake. She detests having
things out of place, and at one glance she can spot a misplaced article. It is probably for this reason that, whenever
she enters a room, she. is able to find a hundred things that
"simply must" be done, even though
we are blind to the
tasks. She seems never to rest.
One cannot think of Grandmother
without
remembering
her magnificent
cookinsr. The two are almost synonymous
for anyone who has tasted her fried chicken, Swiss steaks,
incomparable
pies, or any of her specialties. Without fail she
will get up before anyone else on Sunday morning, bake her
pies, and start preparing her Sunday dinner. Somehow she is
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able to squeeze in breakfast for her starving
family and be
ready for church before any of them. She will don her best hat
and gently chide Grandfather for not having had the car washed for Sunday. Being in church early has always been one of the
things on which she prides herself. It is then that she is able
to sit erect in the pew and watch the other members
as
they enter. This she cloes with great solemnity, for she considers it one of her sacred duties to act as official greeter. She
was elected treasurer
of the Laides'
Aid Society, and her
services are performed faithfully and with a great deal of
conscientiousness.
vVe all know that it is one of her greatest wishes to be re-elected just so she would be able to decline the honor magnanimously.
Things like this endear her
to the hearts of all of us, who consider her to he the perfect
grandmother.
§:!:§

Fight for a Future
Laura

I

Rose Holderman

n this present day world of. g:uided mis'sil~s, m~racle drugs,
and the new wonder, television, people give little thought
to why this nation strives to keep a sure footing in world
progress. The average American takes these things for granted and accepts them as casually as one does the weather or
the time of day. If one would stop and think how lucky he is
to live in this, country, he would find his blessings bountiful
and endless. If in counting these blessings, he would stop
and remember who made them possible, he would gain a better understanding
of present day problems.
I have heard
many people comment in connection with the war in Korea,
"No one, not even the men in combat, knows exactly what we
We are fighting for." To me, this is the understatement
of
the year. I am ashamed to hear an American
make such a
statement as this. It makes us seem frivolous and "flighty"
in our thinking. A country as great as the United States' would
not take such a drastic step as entering a war if it did not
know what its intentions were. Not long ago I watched five
of my childhood friends go off to war, five boys that I played "Cowboys and Indians" with and bandaged when they were
mortally wounded on the battlefield.
They knew what they
were fighting for. When they received their call, they left
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their jobs and suddenly grew up from a sloppy high school
boy in a "hot rod" to a man with much more serious thoughts
in mind. These boys were not better because they had been
called by their country to perhaps give their lives in battle.
They went as true soldiers to answer a just call. Those boys,
and thousands like them, knew exactly what they were fighting for. They were fighting for the privilege
of the little
girl next door to l:ide her tricycle on the sidewalk, for the
privilege of the family to take a pleasure ride on a highway
unmolested, for the privilege of the minister to preach a sermon
on his own beliefs. They knew they were fighting for the
American people. Boys will leave their homes, their sweethearts, and their families for this cause.
This is what makes this country great-the
response of
the people when a crisis occurs. American people have shown
this response as far back as the French and Indian War and
as recently as World War 11. When America ceases to respond
to the call of duty, there will cease to be an America. There
will be war as long as there are people, and as long as there
are Americans, there will be freedom. I feel that we shall
survive this war and go on to live normally again until another Hitler or Stalin threatens the world with his program
of tyranny and hate, but the good and strong will always win.
If ever a person is in doubt as to the reason for the United
States' entering the war, he should look for his history book
and read about the destruction
of Gettysburg
or the blood
of I wo Jima. He will see the answer on the face of a disabled
veteran or hear it in the voice of an immigrant from Europe.
He will then know that we are not fighting for a lost cause.
vVe are fighting for the future of our children and the future
of the United States.
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. . powe rful and
Only while the United States rernams
sfuldemorocratic. can t 1le U'nited N'atroris f unc tiI~n::>a' a succes.
it will cono-anization. If the United Nations rema111sstrOng:ld.Ci"
this
b
•
nd 111 om",
tinue to stamp out the flame of aggressIOn, a.
I ded in his
C ~asis of the
it wil! uphold the provisions which Monroe
Doctrine. The Monroe Doctrine may well be t re
future peace of the world.
-John
Shreve.
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rocesS beTo become educated for a Job IS an endless Pb learned
cause as I~ng as ~if.e exists, something ne~v. c~ th: trained
about the Job of living . . . . To earn a Iiving ,ducated man
man does not need an education, although ~he
without
needs training. Yet the educated man can enjoy .1Vln",
training, while the trained man still needs educatIOn.
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-Joap

Rabold.
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